TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
He had not concealed the name for more than a
sentence when Paddy said: " If you don't mean Golly,
I'm the Whores' Bank."
How Paddy could be the Whores' Bank beat Mac,
for she was a hoarse old woman who ostensibly sold
boot laces and matches after dark on O'Connell
Bridge.
" He has me so pestered that as long as I have half
a dollar in me pocket I keep away from his pub. I
started him on a mixture, but he has no faith in an
apothecary once a medical comes on the scene; besides,
he has more faith in a pill."
" Can't you help a fellow at all, at all ?" asked Mac.
" Sure.    But what he really wants is to stop sipping
pints all day and then going to bed on gin and ginger
beer."
A sudden flash of generosity struck Paddy.
*l Hold on a minute while I run round to the shop."
In his corner Tommy prolonged his drink.
" 'Ere, Martin," called Tommy; but if Mac enter-
tained a hope it was dashed, for all Tommy wanted to
know was what Martin thought of his own chances
for the Biscuit Cup at the coming Grocers' Sports at
Jones's Road,    When Martin came, Tommy publicly
laid aside his empty glass.
" Here they are," said Paddy, who was soon back.
" They are a patent founded on peppermint. If they
don't make him worse they'll leave him as he is, and
that's what he wants. It's the worst turn you ever
did to take a disease away from a fellow, provided it
keeps him occupied and takes his mind off himself.
There's some people who have nothing else left to
live for but their own death. Give him no more than
half a dozen at a time. You'll find that he'll give
most of them away doing good to others." Paddy
sang a stave of a sea shanty, " Blow the man up ! Blow
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